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TO FLETCHER REVIV'D

How have I been religious ? what strange good

Has scap'd me that I never understood ?

Have I hell-guarded heresy o'erthrown?

Heal'd wounded states? made kings and kingdoms one?

That fate should be so merciful to me,,                             5

To let me live t' have said I have read thee ?

Fair star, ascend! the joy, the life, the light
Of this tempestuous age,, this dark world's sight!
Oh, from thy crown of glory dart one flame
May strike a sacred reverence, whilst thy name,              10

Like holy flamens to their God of Day,
Ws bowing sing; and whilst we praise, we pray.

Bright spirit! whose eternal motion
Of wit,, like Time, still in itself did run,
Binding all others in it, and did give                              15

Commission how far this or that shall live;
Like Destiny of poems, who, as she
Signs death to all, herself can never die.

And now thy purple-robed Tragedy,

In her embroider'd buskins, calls mine eye,                    20

Where brave Aetius we see betray'd
T? obey his death whom thousand lives obeyed;
Whilst that the mighty fool his sceptre breaks,
And through his gen'raPs wounds his own doom speaks:
Weaving thus richly Valentinian                                   25

The costliest monarch with the cheapest man.

Soldiers may here to their old glories add,
The Lover love, and be with reason Mad :
Not, as of old, Alcides furious,

Who wilder than his bull did tear the house,                   30

(Hurling his language with the canvas stone):
'Twas thought the monster roared the sob'rer tone.

But ah! when thou thy sorrow didst inspire
With passions black as is her dark attire,
Virgins as sufferers have wept to see                             35

So white a soul, so red a cruelty;